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Training for Sex Pig 


D id you read about that Stanford Univer- 

sity surgeon who was ordered to undergo 
“gender sensitivity training” for a whole year? 
And if he doesn’t get a passing grade, he can’t 
be head of neurosurgery? 

(Before I go any further, let me point out 
something here. We're talking about people 
who cut open your brain! Is this really the kind 
of job where we care that much about their 
politics? Don’t we kinda, you know, need the 
best cutter on the job here, even if he’s a 
Ukrainian terrorist? You know what’s next, 
don’t you? Affirmative action brain surgeons! 
The guy gets the job because he’s Puerto Rican. 
Then one day he goes “Whoops! I always did 
get D’s on that part of the cerebellum. Would 
you like me to put Grandma in a box so you can 
take her home, or will you just be draping her 
over your shoulders? Watch that drool on your 
shirt!”) 

Anyhow, that’s not the point. My point is 
that, if we’re really gonna have this “gender 
sensitivity training,” maybe we should have it 
for all the sexes, right? That would be the 
politically correct thing to do, right? 

In other words, let’s haul women in and 
cross-examine them about their gender atti- 
tudes. 

“Ms. Simpson, thank you for coming. I 
understand that, when you use the inter-office 
phone system, you frequently spend five min- 
utes talking about something that should take 
five seconds. Don’t you realize that men hate 
this? Men want you to say, ‘Should we use the 
Chicago office or the New York office?’ And 
then they will answer one or the other. And 
then they will hang up. That’s normal. That’s 
efficient. That makes sense. It does not make 
sense to call up and say, ‘Oh, Herb, I’m glad I 
caught you. You probably heard that Mavis 





what is he doing, in this video-box cover photo for 
Inside Out? 


INSIDE : Wendy MacDonald! Strange Comics! Ed Wood Update! 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Books 

Screwtape Letters by C.S. Lewis, The Secret Fire by 
Rosemarie Santini, Secrets About Men Every Woman Should 
Know by Barbara DeAngelis, Ph.D., 1990 Selective Shopping 
Guide to Europe by Joseph and Judith Raff, A Seperate Reality 
by Carlos Castaneda, Clive Barker’s Shadows in Eden, Sixty- 
two: A Model Kit by Julio Cortazar, Skid Marks—Common 
Jokes About Lawyers, Slaughter-House Five by Kurt Vonnegut, 
Jr., The Spike by Arnaud de Borchgrave and Robert Moss, Spook 
by Steve Vance, Squandering the Blue by Kate Braverman. 


asked Sarah and I to get involved in this thing about 
the Chicago office or the New York office. Normally 
it would be the kind of thing we would leave up to 
personnel, but she asked me to do it, and she was so 
nice about it that I agreed—so I wanted you to 
understand that that’s the only reason I’m calling 
and that this call didn’t go through the normal .. .’ 
And by this time Herb is going ‘Shut up, you ignorant 
bitch’ And then he needs three Scotches by the time 
he gets home. You’ve created an atmosphere of 
sexual harassment in this office.” 

Or how about this one? A woman in the office 
gets mad about something. I know she’s mad. Herb 
knows she’s mad. Mavis and Sarah know she’s mad. 
The entire starting lineup of the Chicago Bears 
knows she’s mad. And what does she say? “I’m trying 
to be professional about this.” 

Why do they say this? 

Only women say this. 

Where did this “trying to be professional” thing 
start? 

What it means is, “I’m not going to tell you why 
I’m mad, I’m just going to sit here like a simmering 
volcano and let you sweat it out, wondering whether 
I’m watching you, judging you, talking about you, 
ready to blow up in your face, hoping you'll ask me 
what’s wrong so I can say ‘Nothing. Nothing at all.” 

Talk about your gender insensitivity. 

How about when they make the football pool 
come out uneven because they insist on betting 
twenty dollars in a forty-dollar pool, and so you have 
to run around trying to find somebody else who's 
betting twenty dollars, but you don’t find anybody in 
time, and so you have half a bet on the playoffs and 
everybody sweats it out that her team doesn’t win 
and make everybody really grumpy while she goes 
“Whoopee! I won a thousand dollars! What is this, 
baseball or football?” 

How about when two women get together in a 
corner of the office and giggle privately? 

I hate that. 


Who will start these classes? I have a long list of 
people I’m ready to report. 

Speaking of people that need to get a grip on 
reality, Playboy Home Video announced a couple 
months back that they were making a breakthrough. 
They were gonna start releasing videos that had 
actual stories. I thought, “This’ll never work.” It’s 
one thing to watch em bounce around half-nekkid in 
their tennis shorts, saying things like, “I love to be 
pampered, and I love fast cars, and I love the morn- 
ing. Everyone thinks I’m kooky.” I mean, we'll accept 
this because . . . well, because they’re half-nekkid in 
their tennis shorts. But the idea of having them 
actually saying real lines, by real writers. Kinda 
summons up images of Marla Maples’ Broadway 
debut. 

Anyhow, the first one came out. It’s called Inside 
Out: Erotic Tales of the Unexpected. And, before I 
could get around to reviewing it, they already hada 
sequel out—Inside Out 2. And these things are 
massive hits. Because you know what they did? 

They got real actresses to rip off their clothes and 
say the lines. So what we’ve got here is one of those 
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MAJOR TREND!!! AND YOU'RE 
JUST THE ARTIST WHO COULD 
CAPTURE THIS COMPLEX 1SSUE 
ON THE SILVER SCREEN i 
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anthology films, where they give “hot new directors” 
(why are they always “hot new directors”?) the chance 
to make that great nine-minute film they’ve always 
wanted to make. Only this time they can use dirty 
words and show people aardvarking all over the lot. 
And so a couple of em were made by Tony Randel, the 
guy who did Hellbound: Hellraiser II, and a couple 
were done by Lizzie Borden, of Working Girls and 
Love Crimes fame. And they actually got some fairly 
decent stuff, which ’'m not gonna go into because 
there’s nothing more boring than reading a descrip- 
tion of nine short films. 

But I will say this. There’s a really hot one 
starring Barbara Alyn Woods as a woman, turned on 
by art, who gets herself body-painted one night by an 
artist who really gets into his work. And there’s a 
really funny one about what people are really think- 
ing when they have sex, starring Marta Kober, who 
inspired the lust of millions in School Spirit then 
mysteriously disappeared. And there’s one where 
Sherrie Rose has sex with a computer, and another 
one where... there I go, describing every goldurn 
one of em. 

This is what they call your “couples tape.” You 
guys know what that means, right? That means you 
tell her, “Hey, it’s for couples,” so she'll feel guilty if 
she doesn’t watch it with you. 

Thirty breasts. One dead body. Breast-painting. 
Outer-space aardvarking. Eskimo kisses by actual 
Eskimos. Fantasies about den mothers and vice 
principals. Lingerie Fu. Hot tub Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Barbara Alyn Woods, as 
the art patroness, for saying “Your paintings turn 
me on” and “I can’t believe I’m doing this”; Joseph 
Malone, as the guy who literally gets in touch with 
his female half, and finds out it hurts, for guzzling a 
beer in his undershorts and saying “No part of me’s 
a woman!”; Joe Dallesandro, as one of those Story of 
O-type husbands, for saying “You can touch her— 
she won't mind”; and Cec Verrell, who likes to dress 
up in red micro-skirts and high heels, for saying “I 
wanted every man to want me.” 

Four stars. Kinda grows on you. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

October 3: First night of “Scream Queens Month,” beginning 
with Joe Bob’s special guest, Linnea Quigley, who will appear 
before and after screenings of two of her movies, Sorority Babes in 
the Slimeball Bowl-o-Rama and Creepozoids. Sorority Babes is the 
cult classic about two sorority pledges, Brinke Stevens and 
Michelle McClellan, who are ordered to break into the mall 
bowling alley as their initiation, but once they arrive, they unleash 
a mutant demon who lives in a bowling trophy and turns everyone 
into raving sex-maniac lasagna-faced zombies—everybody except 
Linnea, a sharp-tongued punk burglar who happens to be on the 
premises when the party starts. Lots of camp nudity and gore. Four 
stars. In Creepozoids, Linnea is part of a band of post-nuclear 
survivors who take refuge in an abandoned warehouse, only to find 
out it’s inhabited by some kind of flesh-chewing cootie mutant with 
fins. Two stars. 

October 10: “Scream Queens Month” continues with special 
guest Brinke Stevens, who will appear before and after her 
movie, Haunting Fear. Haunting Fear is a Fred Olen Ray film 
loosely based on Edgar Allan Poe’s “Premature Burial,” starring 
Brinke as a woman who keeps having a recurring dream of being 
buried alive, Jay Richardson as her two-timing husband, and 
Delia Sheppard as the evil slut who makes Brinke’s dream come 
true, in order to induce a heart attack. It doesn’t work, though, as 
Brinke gets a kitchen knife and becomes the Wife From Hell. Three 
stars. (Second feature: Maniac Cop 2: Officer Stir-Fry Face Cordell 
is back in a sequel that may be better than the original, as the MC— 
played by Robert Z’Dar—moves in with the city’s most successful 
killer of topless dancers, a beardo geek played by Leo Rossi, and 
together these guys are a couple of goofy cannibals: Cagney and 
Gacy. The only person who still believes the MC is alive is Laurene 
Landon, and she’s helped by fellow officers Bruce Campbell, 
Claudia Christian and Robert Davi. It also has a motor vehicle 
chase that may be the greatest one ever filmed. Four stars.) 

October 17: The third week of “Scream Queens Month” 
features Joe Bob’s special guest, Monique Gabrielle, appearing 
before and after her movie, Evil Toons. 





Victory Over Communism! 


The Twin Drive-In, at Milwaukee and Hintz 
roads in Wheeling, Illinois, has three screens, 
three channels of radio sound, a playground— 
and is having a spectacular year, according to 
Bonnie Rosenblatt of M&R Amusements. Kurt T. 
Schluter of Hoffman Estates reminds us that, 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 









Webb Wilder, raving Southern hipster, would know what to do about this. . . 


Sue Me—No, Wait, I'll Sue You 


choing throughout the country is the song of 
the Texas drunk: 

“You know what? I’m gonna sue the govern- 
ment. Then I’m gonna sue this paper. Then I’m 
gonna sue you. Then I’m gonna sue my ex-wife. I’m 
gonna sue this bar. I’m gonna sue the Jack Daniels 
Distillery. ’m gonna sue...uh...I forgot who I was 
gonna sue.” 





Webb Wilder (with the glasses) and his band star in yet another strange 
made-in-the-South professional home video called Corn Flicks. 


The difference, though, is that, in Texas, when 
we hear somebody talking like this, we just say, “Oh 
well, he’s drunk.” 

But in the rest of the country, this actually 
works. 

I know about twenty examples in the last month 
of somebody getting what they wanted just because 
they threatened a lawsuit. And I’m not just talking 
about fake-whiplash cases. 

It works on newspapers: “Well, Joe Bob, yes, we 
agree with you. You have the right to say whatever 


you want to about the mayor. It’s only satire. And we 
have no doubt that we would win the case. But the 
costs of litigation are so high that .. .” 

It works on TV networks: “We just don’t wanna 
get into a catfight with some lunatic from Missis- 
sippi. It’s a waste of time.” 

It works on city councils: “Mr. Mayor, I would 
suggest that we follow the recommendation of the 

- tig city attorney, and give 
this developer a com- 
promise version of 
what he wants, in or- 
der to avoid costly liti- 
gation later.” 

We've even got 
lawyers now who 
charge five hundred 
dollars an hour to keep 
you out of a lawsuit. 
Isn’t a lawyer sup- 
posed to be the guy who 
gets things settledina 
lawsuit? 

The same thing 
works in the other di- 
rection. I had alawyer 
tell me one time: “We 
represent big guys that 
are being sued by 
small guys. We repre- 
sent corporations, in- 
surance companies, 
banks, that are con- 
stantly being harassed 
by small claims. So we 
make a decision. How 
much will it cost us to 
grind em down—just 
draw out the lawsuit 
so long that the plain- 
tiff runs out of money 
or patience? And, in 
most cases, it doesn’t take that much.” 

In other words, when the person says “I’m gonna 
sue you, you just say “You might sue me, but you're 
gonna feel like I’m suing you.” 

Then there are these guys called arbitration 
judges. They’re used if you wanna sue somebody, but 
you don’t wanna wait for the thing to go through the 
courts. It’s like saying “Meet me after school—we’ve 
got something to settle.” And then the other guy 
says, “After school? ’m gonna kick your butt right 
now!” 






What’s all this suing about 
anyhow? Why do we sue each 
other more than any country 
in the world? Why are we so 
hacked off all the time? 

It’s because we all think 
we deserve better. We shouldn't 
just have whatever it is we 
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somebody else has. 

This, too, is like the Texas 
drunk. We have a way of deal- 
ing with him, when he starts 
whining and crying and get- 
ting angry and saying, “I'll tell 
you one goldurn thing... .” 

We just get in his face and 
say, “Youre drunk!” 

And isn’t this basically 
what’s going on with your Law- 
suit City people? Yall are just 
drunk. 

And speaking of people 
who look like they've dusted 
off a few Coronas in their day, 
weirdbeard country-western 
singer Webb Wilder has a new 
movie out called Corn Flicks 
which pretty much sets the 
standard for movies made in 
the South with budgets of fifty 
bucks or less. (Has anybody 
besides me noticed that there 
are thousands of guys with 
cheap film cameras in Florida 
and Georgia and Tennessee, 
turning out low-budget movies like they were 
cornbread muffins? Where do these people come 
from?) 

Anyhow, Webb Wilder is a puddin-faced marble- 
mouthed hipster who wears a zoot suit and looks like 
he hangs out in Austin vegetarian bars a lot. He 
raves about flying saucer conspiracies, dropping 
acid, and worshipping Elvis—sort of like the Na- 
tional Enquirer with a guitar. It’s hard to tell whether 
this movie is one long music video, a deranged info- 
mercial for Webb’s new compact disc Doo Dad, or 
something just scripted by transvestite performance 
artists. 

What we've got, actually, is three short movies 
on the one tape, beginning with Horror Hayride, 
starring Webb as a Tennessee rock-and-roller trying 
to figure out why the governor’s daughter has fallen 
in love with the shady symbolism-loving director of 
the state’s new driver-education film. What we’ve 
got here is a whole lot of deadpan country actors 
mumbling most of their lines. The second flick is 
called Aunt Hallie, about a Mississippi grandma who 
finds a used condom on her lawn and spends the rest 
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of her life convinced she’s been contaminated by it. 
And the last, and best, one is called Webb Wilder, 
Private Eye, and it’s already been on late-night cable 
a lot. It’s about what happens when a plug-ugly 
trailer-park housewife named Pristene Suggs is 
evidently carried off by flying saucer people, and her 
grieving goofball husband Hiwayne Suggs becomes 
a media celebrity. 

One dead body. No breasts. Head rolls. LSD 
montage. Gratuitous rock and roll. Pitiful kung fu. 
Spiked-punch Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Jimmy Lester, as Arvid the dimwit band 
member who wants Webb to buy a “cellulite phone’; 
Bodie Plecas, as avant-garde driver’s-education film 
director Briley Parkway, creator of the epic Slug 
Trail; Roger Brinegar, as the blubbering Hiwayne 
Suggs, who keeps saying “They got my sweet thing”; 
and, of course, Webb Wilder, for singing a song about 
Elvis with the lyric “If you don’t think he was 
number one, then you're full of number two.” 

It’s kind of one of those “you have to see it” flicks. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


endy Mac- 

Donald is turn- 
ing up everywhere in 
the B-movie world, of- 
ten cast as a bitch god- 
dess, including Naked 
Obsession (as the con- 
niving wife of William 
Katt), Blood Frenzy, 
and Dark Side of the 
Moon (as the only 
woman aboard a deep 
outer-space probe). 
She’s got a whole slew 
of TV credits, notably 
the New Leave It To Beaver and Perry Mason: Case 
of the Lady in the Lake (also with William Katt). Her 
next project is Emerald Pictures’ Goddess. But we'll 
always remember her best as the smart-mouthed 
savings-and-loan secretary who gets spanked by 
Morton Downey Jr. in Legal Tender and utters the 





Wendy vamps Joe Bob on October 24. 


immortal line, “She’s gonna be the next bounce on 
your king-sized Posturepedic, isn’t she?” (Wendy 
will be appearing on Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater as 
part of “Scream Queens Month” in October.) 
€ 

One of the most ambitious comic-book projects 
we've ever seen is called Our Story Thus Far—a 
comic book constructed page by page by twenty-eight 





... Wherein We report from the 
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places where misfits Owell. 


different artists per 
issue. Brad Foster 
of Irving, Texas, aleg- 
end in the comics 
underground, came 
up with the idea and 
drew the first page, 
then mailed it to Jim 
Ryan, who drew the 
second page of the 
story and mailed it to 
David Miller, who 
did the third page, on 
and on and on—and 
you can imagine what 
kind of strange convoluted plots are necessary to 
keep a thing like that going. A total of eighty-four 
different artists (so far) ended up contributing to the 
series. The only problem with the whole thing is 
that, artists being the closet egotists we know they 
are, they don’t always abide by the narrative rules. 
The series might be more entertaining if the 
artists followed the same rules that apply to 
improvisational acting troupes. If someone cre- 
ates a reality, the next artist cannot deny the 
reality that’s already created. In other words, you 
shouldn’t be able to kill characters off just be- 
cause you can’t think of anything for them to do. 
(Just a suggestion. We really like the series, 
which has the protagonist, a bearded guy with 
glasses, telepodding around through various time 
warps and the like—which is, of course, one way 
to easily dismiss the previous artist’s idea.) And 
while we’re on the subject of Brad Foster, we 
recently read through several issues of Mech- 
things, a weird comic started by Brad back in 
1987. It’sakind of sci-fi satire about a community 
of used-up robots living together in the future in 
an abandoned junkyard where they are periodi- 
cally raided by sadistic police, and where they 
befriend Bertram Baum, a twenty-seven-year- 
old ex-waiter and would-be writer. Bertram and 
friends are attacked by an evil moose-robot with 
really cool shades and the moose’s giant mouse- 
robot creation, and, in the strangest twist on the 
old robots-taking-over-the-world story, we have 
a vampire who only sucks the necks of . . . robots. 
It’s strange, detailed, and self-parodying, like 
everything Brad draws. Fans of adult comics 
already know this, but another of Brad’s serials, 
The Adventures of Olivia, starring a huge-bo- 
somed nymphomaniac who will do anything (and 
does), continues to be one of the most adventurous 
comic books going today. It’s drawn by Brad and co- 
written with his collaborator, Robert Outlaw. (It’s 
$6 a copy from the address below.) Brad’s company, 
Jabberwocky Graphix, also publishes erotic car- 
toons by other artists, most of them less accom- 
plished, like the Belgian Kris De Roover, whose 


The Chateau of Delights—about two bordello girls— 
was a hit in Europe but seems a little childish over 
here. (It’s also $6.) Some of our favorite publications 
from Jabberwocky are tiny (3-by-4-inch) magazines 
devoted to weird assortments of art from various 
artists. They have names like The Book of Man 
(cartoons about possible messiahs) and Son of Man 
and Other People and The Dirty Old Lady Digest 
(female artists drawing males as sex objects), and 
they sell for anywhere from 75 cents to $1.50. You 
can get an order form (include an age statement if 
youre ordering erotic material) from Brad at: 
Jabberwocky Graphix, P.O. Box 165246, Irving, TX 
75016. 
€ 

Anita Rosenberg, famed director 
of Assault of the Killer Bimbos, is now 
writing and directing Valley Girl Now, 
sequel to the famous Nicolas Cage 
flick that launched his career. Anita 
was also Joe Bob’s guest on Drive-In 
Theater in August, when Joe Bob played 
Thelma & Louise and Assault of the 
Killer Bimbos back-to-back, proving 
thatthe Academy Award-winning script 
for Thelma & Louise was actually based 
on Assault, a fact Anita is both proud of 
and a little ticked off about. 

€ 

Jon Longhi writes about lowlifes, 
winos, drug dealers, tough guys, street 
scum, party girls, frat boys, Mafiosi 
and every other kind of Damon-Runyon- 
From-Hell loser in America, and he 
writes these weird little inverted short. 
stories that show the American dream going down 
the old toilet bowl, and he now has a book of twenty- 
six stories called Bricks and Anchors that we like 
very much. You can get it for $6, plus $1 postage, 
from: Manic D Press, P.O. Box 410804, San Fran- 
cisco, CA 94141. 

€ 

Yet another documentary on Ed Wood Jr., 
infamous director of Plan 9 From Outer Space and 
Glen or Glenda, is in the works. Following close on 
the heels of On the Trail of Ed Wood Jr., the new one 
is called The Plan 9 Companion and will be a feature- 
length film chronicling the entire production history 
of Plan 9, as well as its impact on popular culture, 
featuring many of the actors in the film and famous 
fans of it. Mark Carducci of North Hollywood is 
producing it and plans to release it within a couple of 
months. 

€ 

For those who have been wondering ... yes, it’s 
true, Factsheet Five is dead. The Bible of the under- 
ground press, edited for many years by the fanatical 
Mike Gunderloy of Rensselaer, New York, van- 
ished after its August 1991 issue. There was no 






Anita Rosenberg visiting Joe Bob’s trailer in August. 


announcement, no real report of its death. We kept 
waiting for our next issue, so we could devour the 
usual 120 pages of tiny-type reviews of fanzines, 
comics, music tapes and videos. Finally, we called 
Gunderloy’s house. The person who answered the 
phone mumbled something about Factsheet Five 
being sold, and that the new owners would be send- 
ing out the next issue. And then we got the real 
notice from Radio Void, a zine out of Providence, 
Rhode Island: “Mike Gunderloy quit. Factsheet Five 
is dead.” And, in fact, issue #14 of Radio Void is a 
formal “wake” for Factsheet Five. We’ve also re- 
ceived reports that the new publisher and editor is a 
guy named Hudson Luce of Cincinnati, but he 


si 


hasn’t sent us any information on when, if and how 
he'll be continuing Factsheet Five. A group called the 
Intergalactic House of Fruitcakes in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, is attempting to take up the slack 
left by Factsheet Five’s demise. Their plan is to 
publish a fringe-press “Yellow Pages,” consisting of 
ads and self-reviews from the zine world, and dis- 
tributed free to all contributors. (They would make 
money by selling ads and books to non-advertisers. ) 
They decided to do this after being advised that the 
new Factsheet Five, if and when it ever appears, will 
not honor the long-standing policy of sending out 
free issues to fanzines who donate review copies. 
Any zine editors who are reading this should also 
know that We Are the Weird will continue to review 
as many zines as is humanly possible, and we would 
encourage all the other zines to do the same. Our 
policy is the same as always: you show us yours, we 
show you ours. But it will be a long time before 
someone makes up for this loss. (Those interested in 
being listed in the new “Yellow Pages” should write 
to The Intergalactic House of Fruitcakes, 955 Mas- 
sachusetts Ave., Suite 209, Cambridge, MA 01239- 
9183.) 


Road To Ruin: Romantic comedy starring Peter Wellerasan 


international playboy who pretends to lose everything in order to 
find out if his girlfriend Carey Lowell is really attracted to him or 
just his money, then finds out his crooked business partner has 
really swindled him out of everything. Live. $89.98. Aug. 26. 

The Tale of Ruby Rose: Coming-of-age drama, set in the 
mysterious interior mountains of Tasmania, starring Melita Jurisic 
as a woman cut off from civilization from an early age who has a 
wildly superstitious view of the world and leaves her husband 
Chris Haywood to set out alone on a perilous cross-country 
journey to locate the grandmother she only dimly remembers. 
Hemdale. $89.95. Aug. 26. 

American Me: Critically-acclaimed gang drama, based on a 
true story, starring Edward James Olmos as a Hispanic crime 
lord who created a base of power while in California prisons and 
controlled the streets of East Los Angeles, fostering a cult of 
violence. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $39.98 (laserdisc). Aug. 
ai: 7 

Brides of Dracula: First video release of the 1960 Hammer 
horror film starring Yvonne Monlaur as a young French girl who 
frees a Baron mysteriously chained to the wall of his room, then 
watches as he fiendishly recruits the undead until captured by 
Peter Cushing as Dr. Helsing. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Aug. 27. 

Crisis in the Kremlin: Action thriller starring Robert Rusler 
as a CIA super-agent sent to Moscow during the final days of the 
Soviet Union to keep Gorbachev alive. He teams up with veteran 
KGB agent Theodore Bikel to do it. New Horizons. $89.98. Aug. 
Zi. 

The Green Man: Comic thriller starring Albert Finney as a 
boozy philandering innkeeper who bills his bed-and-breakfast as 
being haunted and spins ghost stories for the guests—until he 
comes face to face with a spirit. Also starring Sarah Berger, Linda 
Marlowe. A&E. $89.95. Aug. 27. 

I Don’t Buy Kisses Anymore: Comedy about the romance 
between Jason Alexander, as a quiet, shy and overweight shoe 
salesman, and Nia Peeples, as a beautiful psychology professor. 
Paramount. $99.99. Aug. 27. 

Journey of Honor: Samurai adventure story, set in 1602, 
starring Toshiro Mifune as a besieged shogun, Sho Kosugi as the 
warrior who sets out for Spain to buy guns for him, Norman Lloyd 
as a duplicitous Franciscan friar, David Essex as a Spanish duke 
determined to overrun the Japanese and enslave Kosugi’s ship, and 
Polly Walker as Essex’ abused fiancee. MCA/Universal. $99.99. 
Aug. 27. 

Man of a Thousand Faces: First video release of the 1957 
docudrama starring James Cagney as the great film star Lon 
Chaney, whose parents were deaf and dumb and whose reclusive 
life in Hollywood included a marriage to an ambitious singer 
(Dorothy Malone), a second wife (Jane Greer), and some of the 
most famous roles in history, including Quasimodo in The Hunch- 
back of Notre Dame, the legless beggar of The Miracle, and the 
Phantom of the opera. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Aug. 27. 

The Uninvited: First video release of the 1944 horror flick 
considered by some critics to be the finest ghost story ever made. 
Music critic Ray Milland and his sister Ruth Hussey buy a house 
on the remote coast of Cornwall, but are alarmed by the sounds of 
heart-wrenching sobs coming from somewhere inside, and further 
alarmed by the visit of Gail Russell, a young girl inextricably 
linked to the place. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Aug. 27. 

The War Lord: Video release of the 1965 Charlton Heston 
epic about an 11th-century Norman knight consumed with passion 
for beautiful Rosemary Forsyth, a Druid peasant girl, and the 
disastrous meddling of Heston’s brother, Guy Stockwell. MCA/ 
Universal. $19.98. Aug. 27. 

White Lie: Mystery thriller starring Gregory Hines as a New 
York City mayoral press secretary who discovers that his father 
was lynched, and can’t rest until he returns to his Southern 
birthplace to discover the whole truth, with the help of Annette 
O’Toole, a doctor whose mother was a rape victim. MCA/Univer- 


sal. $89.98. Aug. 27. 


___ dohn Lurie and the Lounge Lizards in Berlin: Director Gret 
Linn takes his cameras into Quartier Latin, Berlin’s hottest night 
club, to capture the essence of The Lounge Lizards and their 
ecstatic performing style. This film fuses three sold-out perfor- 
mances into one. Sept. (theatrical). 

The Mambo Kings: Video release of the acclaimed musical tale 
of two ardent Cuban brothers, played by Armand Assante and 
Antonio Banderas, who come to New York during the mambo 
craze of the 1950’s, leaving sexual sparks everywhere they go. With 
Cathy Moriarty as a trashy cigarette girl, Maruschka Detmers 
as a demure schoolteacher, and Desi Arnaz Jr. as his father, Desi 
Arnaz Sr. Based on the Oscar Hijuelos novel, The Mambo Kings 
Play Songs of Love, the film also features performances by mambo 
musicians Tito Puente and Celia Cruz. Warner. $94.99 (video). 
$29.98 (laserdisc). Sept. 2. 

Mind, Body & Soul: Supernatural thriller starring Ginger 
Lynn Allen as a woman who suddenly discovers her boyfriend, 
Wings Hauser, belongs to a satanic cult suspected of committing 
unspeakable crimes, and soon she finds herself targeted for human 
sacrifice. AIP. $89.95. Sept. 2. 

Split Second: Futuristic thriller starring Rutger Hauer as a 
maverick cop trying to track down the inhuman creature who 
murdered his partner in the rat-infested streets of ecologically 
devastated London in the year 2008. With Kim Cattrall as the 
widow, Michael J. Pollard as the Rat Catcher, and Neil Duncan 
as the new partner who helps him find the blood-thirsty killer. 
HBO. $92.99. Sept. 2. 

Street Crimes: Action flick starring Dennis Farina, Max 
Gail and Mike Worth as cops who convince street gangs to put 
down their weapons and settle their grudges in the ring, only to 
cause a rampage of violence by angry street lord James T. Morris. 
Also starring Patricia Zehentmayr. PM. $89.95. Sept. 2. 

The World’s Oldest Living Bridesmaid: Comedy starring 
Donna Mills as a successful attorney who has everything a woman 
could want, except a man. Also starring Brian Wimmer, Beverly 
Garland. AIP. $89.95. Sept. 2. 

Blackmail: Film noir about two grifters caught in a deadly con 
with a down-and-out detective when they target a wealthy gangster’s 
wife. Starring Susan Blakely, Mac Davis, Dale Midkiff. Di- 
rected by Ruben Preuss. Paramount. $99.99. Sept. 3. 

Ladybugs: Comedy starring Rodney Dangerfield as a cor- 
poration man trying to get a promotion by coaching a soccer team 
of 13-year-old girls sponsored by his boss. Also starring Jackee. 
Directed by Sidney J. Furie. Paramount. $99.99. Sept. 3. 

My Grandpa Is a Vampire: Comic fantasy about a 12-year-old 
who visits his lovable grandfather, Al Lewis, in New Zealand, only 
to discover grandpa is a vampire. Republic. $89.98. Sept. 3. 

Round Trip to Heaven: Comedy starring Corey Feldman and 
Zach Galligan as young guys on the make in Palm Springs, trying 
to hook up with dream centerfold Rowanne Brewer, unaware 
they’re driving a Rolls full of stolen cash that once belonged to Ray 
Sharkey. Prism. $89.95. Sept. 3. 

A Woman, Her Men and Her Futon: Sexual drama starring 
Jennifer Rubin as a beautiful woman, struggling to recover from 
a failed marriage, who gradually loses her inhibitions and becomes 
more and more sexually hungry, as she searches for aman who can 
fulfill all her needs. Also starring Lance Edwards, Grant Show. 
Republic. $89.98 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Sept. 3. 

The Tune: Animated musical comedy with 30,000 cells hand- 
drawn by only one person (!), creator Bill Plympton. The story of 
a songwriter struggling to become a star, drifting through the 
bizarre town of Flooby Nooby, where everyone sings and dances. 
This is Plympton’s first feature-length film after years of doing 
shorts, including an Academy Award nominee and a Cannes Film 
Festival winner. Music by Maureen McElheron. October Films. 
Sept. 4 (theatrical). 

Blood and Roses: The 1961 horror vampire tale directed by 
Roger Vadim. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 


CAN'T WAIT FOR... 


The Favor, the Watch and the Very Big Fish: Offbeat Parisian 
comedy starring Bob Hoskins as a sweet photographer of religious 
art scenes who, as a favor, helps finish a porno film starring 
Natasha Richardson, who steals his heart and his wallet, then 
leads him to the special “Jesus” model he’s looking for, Jeff 
Goldblum, a volatile piano player who’s now a melancholy ex- 
convict with an attitude. Vidmark. $92.95. Sept. 9. 

Blue: The 1968 western starring Terence Stamp as a man 
who must face down his former gang, led by his adoptive father 
Ricardo Montalban, so that he can start a new life. (Released in 
“EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

The Brain: A 1969 comedy starring David Niven as the 
mastermind behind a caper designed to steal a trainload of NATO 
cash. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Career: The 1959 Broadway backstage drama starring Dean 
Martin, Shirley MacLaine and Tony Franciosa. Nominated for 
three Oscars. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Danger: Diabolik: A 1968 action drama starring John Phillip 
Law as a psychedelic-era outlaw. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gate- 
way. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Denver & Rio Grande: A 1951 western, set in the 1870’s, about 
two train companies competing in the Rockies. (Released in “EP” 
mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

The Deserter: A 1971 revenge western starring Bekim 
Fehmiu, John Huston, Chuck Connors, Slim Pickens, Woody 
Strode. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Fatal Instinct: Erotic thriller starring Michael Madsen as a 
cop trying to solve a murder who becomes sexually obsessed with 
his prime suspect, resort owner Laura Johnson. Available in two 
versions: R and Unrated. New Line. $89.95. Sept. 9. 

Frankenstein and the Monster From Hell: The 1974 Hammer 
Films horror tale starring Peter Cushing as the mad baron. 
(Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Godzilla’s Revenge: A 1971 horror story about a lonely boy who 
escapes to Monster Island and encounters the famed Japanese 
toxic monster. (Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

The Italian Job: A 1969 comedy thriller starring Michael 
Caine as a gold thief attempting a caper in Turin. (Released in “EP” 
mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Laser Moon: Erotic thriller starring Traci Lords as a “police 
science expert” helping the cops track down a homicidal maniac 
armed with a surgical laser beam who hunts down beautiful girls 
to fulfill weird sexual fantasies. Hemdale. $89.95. Sept. 9. 

Maroc 7: A 1967 thriller starring Gene Barry as a spy 
working in Morocco. With Cyd Charisse, Denholm Elliott. 
(Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

Omar Khayyam: A 1957 docudrama, based on the life and 
times of Persia’s renowned poet-patriot, starring Cornel Wilde, 
Debra Paget, John Derek, Raymond Massey. (Released in 
“EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 





Bob Hoskins mooning over Natasha. 


Rock House: Action revenge drama about a 
narcotics cop whose beautiful young wife is mur- 
dered by vengeful drug runners, sending him on a 
one-man search-and-destroy mission to wipe out 
the city’s cocaine empire. Hemdale. $79.95. Sept. 9. 

The Skull: A 1965 British horror tale starring 
Peter Cushing as a man who discovers the skull 
of the Marquis de Sade. With Christopher Lee. 
(Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

War of the Gargantuas: Japanese horror from 
1970, about giant humanoids that destroy Tokyo. 
(Released in “EP” mode.) Gateway. $9.99. Sept. 9. 

White Sands: Video release of the sexual 
thriller starring Willem Dafoe as a small-town 
deputy sheriff in New Mexico, Mickey O’Rourke 
as a charismatic arms dealer, and Mary Eliza- 
beth Mastrantonio as a slumming, thrill-seek- 
ing heriess with a weakness for men and under- 
ground politics. Warner. $94.99 (video). $29.98 
(laserdisc). Sept. 9. 

Time Out: The Truth About HIV, AIDS and 
You: Earvin (Magic) Johnson and Arsenio Hall 
star in a music-and-straight-talk tape that many 
video stores are renting free or selling at reduced prices. Directed 
at the 13-to-24-year-old age group, which has had a 62 per cent rise 
in reported cases of HIV in the last two years, the tape features 
appearances by Paula Abdul, Kirstie Alley, Mayim Bialik, 
Color Me Badd, Tom Cruise, Johnny Gill, Jasmine Guy, 
Kadeem Hardison, Neil Patrick Harris, Luke Perry, Paul 
Rodriguez, Pauly Shore, Sinbad, Malcolm-Jamal Warner 
(who also directs) and Jaleel White (who also raps). Music is by 
Hami Dair. The tape has no suggested retail price, but Paramount 
is selling it to retailers for $8.50. All profits go to the Magic Johnson 
Foundation and other AIDS charities. Paramount. Sept. 10. 

Dracula’s Daughter: First video release of the 1936 sequel to 
Dracula starring Gloria Holden as a mysterious countess who 
appears in London and is linked to a series of murders in which the 
bodies are drained of their blood. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Sept. 12. 

House of Frankenstein: First video release of the 1944 classic 
horror thriller starring Boris Karloff as a deranged scientist who 
escapes from prison and revives Dracula, the Frankenstein mon- 
ster, and the Wolfman to work for him. Also starring Lon Chaney 
Jr., John Carradine. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Sept. 12. 

The Invisible Man Returns: First video release of the 1940 
special effects classic starring Vincent Price as a man searching 
for a killer. With Cedric Hardwicke, John Sutton, Nan Grey. 
MCA/Universal. $14.98. Sept. 12. 





You-know-who, temporarily visible, is back. 


The source of all violence in the world—your local school board .. . 


Give These People a Valium 


I t’s time to speak of the place where the most 

brutal politics are practiced. The place where 
Pat Buchanan seems like a kind and gentle soul by 
comparison. The last place where Richard Nixon is 
considered honest. The place where, if Roman sena- 
tors could witness the debate, they would run out of 
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the room screaming that we need dictators, not 
democracies. It’s the professional wrestling ring of 
the modern political arena. 

I speak, of course, of the local school board. 

These people have always been rabid dogs of 
ambition and self-righteousness. I don’t know what 
it is about the school board that inspires the ego to 
inflate to Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade propor- 
tions, but let’s face it: these people are lunatics. 

And the smaller the school district, the greater 
the level of lunacy. 

For example, New York City, which may have 






more problems, and more kinds of problems, than 
any other school district in America—after all, they 
have 186 different ethnic groups going to the same 
schools—seems to attract a kind of semi-professional 
politician who enjoys a good fight, but they don’t get 
crazy about it. 

But go to Meridian, Mississippi, or 
Batesville, Arkansas, or Detroit, and, 
believe me, you won’t wanna enter the 
board room without a bulletproof vest. 

This year, the big school board issue 
is “pass em or fail em.” Meaning, what’s 
the best policy to follow when you have 
a third of your elementary school stu- 
dents failing to measure up on stan- 
dardized tests? Do you make the kid 
repeat the third grade until he gets his 
basic skills up to snuff? Or do you put 
him in fourth grade, but in some kind of 
“special education” class? Or do youjust 
move his hiney on up the ladder and act 
like nothing’s wrong? 

Well, believe it or not, people are 
killing one another over this issue. 

First, we’ve got the Republican hard- 
liners, veins bulging out on their necks, 
demanding “Standards! Standards! 
Standards! We’ve got to have standards!” 
They say that, if the kid doesn’t do well 
in second grade, he should have to take 
it again, because that’s the only way 
he’ll learn the stuff. And also “That’s the 
way they did it when I was a boy, and my 
daddy before me, and his daddy before 
him, and it didn’t hurt us!” 

You ever notice how a Republican 
will always use the example of his own 
successful family to avoid giving a break 
to someone else’s unsuccessful family? 

Next, we’ve got the Democratic 
bleeding hearts, who say, “How dare 
you punish and scar an eight-year-old child, by 
branding him a failure for the rest of his life. He 
should be promoted with his own age group, or else 
you'll start a cycle of failure that will be with him all 
his life.” 

You ever notice how a Democrat will always use 
the example of someone being so influenced from the 
outside that the person can never overcome, through- 
out all eternity, and yet still believe in “the indi- 
vidual”? 

The Democrats don’t like the “special education” 
classes, either, because they say they create a feeling 
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of being second-class students. 

And, like I say, the two sides are about to kill 
each other over this. 

Listen up. I’ve been around a lot of kids in my life, 
and here’s what I know about em: 

There are kids who should be promoted, even 
though they’re failing, because they’re sensitive, and 
it would hurt them more to be held back. 

There are also kids who should not be promoted, 
because they would welcome the chance to do the 
work over again and not have so much pressure on 


em. 

You see, it depends on the kid. 

That’s why we have something called “teach- 
ers’—to look at the individual kid and decide what 
he needs. And you know what that teacher might do? 
He might talk to the actual kid about it. Obviously, 
this would never occur to a school board member. 

But here’s what it boils down to: 

You can't fix this at the goldurn school board 
meeting. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this. 


Hangman 
By Gail Smith Chesson 


GOD4GAVE had already been taken so Nettie 
Meeks decided she would pick JOHN 3:14, but 
found out that was gone as well. She pursed her 
mouth in concentration, trying to think of another 
Bible verse that would fit the prescribed eight 
letters. The message had to be clear so that people 
would immediately receive God into their hearts 
as soon as they read it. 

GOD4skson she scribbled down. No that 
wouldn’t work, no one would know that unless 
they had read the scripture and the people she was 
trying to reach probably hadn’t read a Bible. The 
message had to be immediate and it had to be 
better than Emmy Lou Carmer’s or she didn’t 
want it. JCLUVSU had been taken. Emmy Lou 
had JCLUVSU. She came home with it on her 
Buick LeSabre, a huge black car that gleamed 
from the waxing it received every week. Nettie’s 
own white battered Chevy wouldn’t hold a gleam 
if it was waxed every day; not since Henry had 
taken it to the drive-through car wash and drove 
out before the rinse cycle. Poor Henry, rest his 
soul, thought Nettie. He tried, bless his heart, he 
tried, but after the illness began he couldn’t re- 
member much at a time. He often called for her to 
tell him how to get home. 

Nettie fiddled with her pencil, drawing crosses 
on the bulletin. The service was in full swing, but 
Nettie was caught in her imagination seeing her- 
self at the License Bureau filling out forms. She 
drew eight blank spaces as if she were playing 
hangman with one of her children, all of whom 
were long gone to larger towns. Eight spaces to 
show her love for the Lord; eight spaces to let 
everyone know that salvation was possible. Nettie 
didn’t really believe she could save everyone, but 
she did think if people heard the message often 
enough, they'd begin to believe. Henry had in- 
sisted attending church for that was what all 
families in Edenville did on Sundays, but it was 
Nettie who had become convinced of God after 


forty-three years of listening to sermons. 

The choir was humming the invitational hymn, 
but Nettie was engrossed in her letters and num- 
bers. SALVATION, nope, too long. How about 
JESUSAVES; no, all she could think about was 
the old joke of Jesus saving Green Stamps. The 
choir finished humming, one person had professed 
faith. There were Amens and Thank you Lords, 
but Nettie remained with her head bent over. The 
preacher was giving the benediction. Nettie stayed 
right where she was, her head feeling suddenly 
heavy. There was a shooting pain down her left 
arm, a slow dull ache at first and then a throbbing. 
She pushed aside the pain and made another try. 
MYSAVIOR. Well, it was better, she thought. The 
organist crashed out the final chords of the service 
and everyone got up to leave. Nettie remained 
where she was. People ebbed and flowed around 
her for a moment or two and then Emmy Lou 
Carmer came over to speak. 

Emmy Lou touched Nettie’s shoulder, but 
there was no response. Emmy Lou let out a shriek 
of “Oh my Lord” and heads turned to look. People 
rushed over and Dr. Gaines, experienced with 
most of the older members of the congregation, 
recognized the stillness of death even ifEmmy Lou 
could not. He knelt beside Nettie and felt for a 
pulse, but there was none. He carefully pried the 
pencil from her arthritic fingers. He took the 
bulletin and her Bible and laid them aside. Several 
of the older women began to cry quietly. The 
younger children ran up to peek and were shooed 
away by their mothers. 

Emmy Lou picked up the bulletin. “Would you 
look at this! Mrs. Nettie Meeks was playing hang- 
man instead of listening to the sermon!” Several 
people turned to look at Emmy Lou, clutching 
Nettie’s bulletin and waving it over her head. 
Emmy Lou didn’t seem to see them. “I'll be damned,” 
she said with a sense of wonder in her voice. “She 
was playing hangman.” 
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They didn‘ riot this summer—they just screamed . . . 


America Gets Some Bad Acid 


D id the whole world get some bad LSD this 
summer or something? 

There was this guy at the airport last week 
screaming at a ticket agent about how she was gonna 
suffer for his reservation being all screwed up. “Do 
you know how much money I spend with this airline? 
Do you know how much money I spend? Do you? 
Answer me! Do you know what I’m saying?” 

(I thought people only talked like this in the 





movies. ) 

And finally this poor brutalized woman says, “I 
understand what you’re saying, yes.” 

In other words, she gave in to the guy! I guess she 
figured that, if she didn’t, he might turn into Al 
Pacino in Scarface. 

Another example. About a month ago I saw a 
woman in a butcher shop ask, “What is the leanest 
type of salami you have?” And the butcher said, 
“Well, maam, there’s not really any kind of salami 
that you could call lean, because fat is one of the 
principal ingredients.” And she didn’t accept this as 
an answer. She demanded to know which of the five 
or six kinds had the least amount of fat, and, in an 
effort to help her, the butcher said, “But you're 
talking about very tiny differences.” And the more he 
tried to tell her, the more steamed she got, and finally 
she screamed at him, “If you knew anything about 
nutrition, you’d know what I was talking about!” 

And walked out without buying her salami. 

And here’s the weirdest one of all: Five weeks ago 
I’m crossing the street with an amateur boxer, a 
muscular guy who weighs about 200 and sometimes 


works as a bouncer, and with us is a young woman 
who’s a friend of us both. We're strolling. We’re 
talking. We’re taking our time. Ambling along. Be- 
hind us is one of those guys in the flowing African 
robes, with the little round African hat, carrying a 
briefcase. Suddenly we hear this voice: “Could you 
get the hell out of my way?” 

And I’m stunned. The woman is stunned. The 
boxer is stunned. But since the boxer is more used to 
people yelling than 
we are, he decides 
to answer him. He 
says, “I’m sorry, but 
in this country, the 
appropriate term is 
‘Pardon me.” 

And then the 
African, or quasi- 
African—I was 
never quite sure— 
goes off with a two- 
minute string of pro- 
fanity that would 
have shocked ev- 
eryone in the uni- 
verse, with the pos- 
sible exception of 
the newsroom ofthe 
New York Post. For- 
tunately, we were 
turning into the next building. The woman literally 
ran for the elevator. The boxer calmly listened to 
everything the African hurled at him, then said, 
“Did you get up on the wrong side of the bed this 
morning?” And the guy started in again. I hit the 
“close door” button to avoid becoming a witness in a 
lawsuit. 

So what’s the common denominator here? In all 
three cases, there weren’t any “fighting words.” 
There weren’t any disputes. Somebody just shows 
up, already mad, and starts in on you. At random. It 
used tojust be street people and mental patients that 
did that. Now we’ve got people driving in from the 
suburbs and then going crazy. 

You know what I’m talking about? 

I’m always reading these “customer service” 
articles that talk about how everyone needs to “insist 
on your rights,” “demand service,” “insist that people 
respect you,” but I don’t think they mean “get really 
hacked off and then pick out the first person you see 
and murder him.” 

Let’s stop insisting on our rights for about, oh, 
— weeks. I could use the rest. 






Dear Mr. Briggs: 

Now there you go—exactly what did Bill Clinton 
do wrong? Now if you don’t sound like one of the good 
ol boys. Now let me guess, do you have at least one 
tattoo on your body and a beer belly? 

I would not vote for a womanizer for dog catcher. 
Why? A womanizer is a liar, how else can he woman- 
ize? It’s a matter of character, morality, credibility. 
Ifa man lies to his wife, he will be devious, even more 
so, to people he doesn’t know. 

Kennedy would not win today. He was in touch 
with the mob and making deals with them. Sam 
Giancana helped him get the votes. When a man 
womanizes and lies, he feels he’s above any vow or 
law. 

You can color Bill Clinton gone! 

Rose Fertel 
FE] Paso, Tex. 
Dear Rose: 

Dont you gals like Hilary Clinton, though? 

I mean, that woman knows the whole goldurn 
story, and she’s hanging in there. 


Yo Joe, 

You've been blasted in the San Francisco paper. 
I agree with the statement that editors often find 
items prejudiced if they themselves are prejudiced 
against the groups named. The motivation to take 
offense is elusive. Are terms offensive because of 
implied hatred or because a group seeks to not be 
recognized as a group? 

At a point where pride and group unity occur, 
terms become meaningless. Within groups them- 
selves terms that would cause violence now are 
terms of endearment. 

The fact that people have been attacked through- 
out hundreds of years of history show conditioned 
defense. Life is often difficult. Humor has been 
associated with healing and pain. To choose who can 
tell jokes about whom is a further barrier between 
people and lessens understanding between people. 

Charles Fleming 
San Francisco 
Dear Charles: 

Another explanation might be, “Those people are 

slime.” 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Question: Uncooked pinto beans have dark brown 
spots on them, but when they are cooked they turn 
brown and the spots disappear. If someone had a 
head (Alien Nation) like a pinto bean, would their 
heads turn brown and spots disappear if exposed to 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless — 








Terence Stamp displays the Pinto-Bean Effect. 


a very high temp? 
Rebecca Fox 
Claremont, N.C. 
Dear Rebecca: 
Only if you caked their skulls with chili first. 


Yo, Joe Bob! 
Talk about timely articles. Monday I was given 
twenty-four hours to get a pee test for drugs, and 
your volume with “Insects in the Workplace” was in 
my mail when I got home. The next day a new policy 
and procedure on sexual harassment came out. On 
our bulletin board is a notice of a stress management 
seminar (which is a cause for stress in itself, because 
you have to use your own time to attend it and have 
to take time off from work since it’s during working 
hours). You covered all this in your article. An honest 
person can hardly work anymore for all the BS. My 
subtle protest to all this, along with my verbal, is 
posting “Insects in the Workplace” on my office 
bulletin board. I’m taking your advice and not wor- 
rying about getting fired when my drug test results 
come back. 
Still a Dancing Bovina Sister, 
Janice Fain 
Fort Worth, Tex. 

Dear Janice: 

When you go into the bathroom to produce the 
sample for the drug test, run water over your hands 
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before you come out. As you hand the vial to the drug 
tester, make sure you fling water on him or her. Say 
“Oh, excuse me. Yuk.” 

This makes the drug test a lot more fun. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
I often find your feuilletons hilarious and have 
wondered wherein lies their charm. Is it that you 
have thought to combine the innate candor of the 
great American blow-hard type with your alien intel- 
ligence? Whatever the secret is, I do not think I’m 
being excessive in recognizing an immortal creation 
of its genre. “We’re talking Mark Twain, boy!” 
Yours in Elvis, 
Michael Eisenstadt 
Austin, Tex. 

Dear Michael: 

Another remark about my feuilletons and I'll 
have yours in a sack. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
What I really want to know is why do women who 
think they know it all seem to have large behinds? 
Paul Finlayson 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Paul: 
All that knowledge eventually has to settle some- 
where. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Suburban Alert! November’s Playboy Bunny 
didn’t say she wanted to be an actress and she’s 
younger than me. An intelligent America would 
break my heart. It’s sacrilege, it’s tacky, it’s flag 
burning, it’s drug free. I’m sad and confused, I just 
wanna be a bimbo! 

Love and kisses, 

Amy L. Faulstich 

Menlo Park, Calif. 
Dear Amy: 

I can tell you’ve already considered this, but you 
don’t have that many years left to even try out for 
Playboy Playmate. If you get too long in the tooth, 
they'll put you in the back of the magazine in articles 
about “The Mature Woman Fantasy.” 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am the weird. I am the weird! I am the weird! 
I am the weird! When does the past become the 
present? When yesterday becomes today? And when 
does the present become the future? When today 
becomes tomorrow? So if A is equal to C, the past is 
equal to the future? And Bis the middleman, as is the 
present? 

Think about it! 

What does this mean to you or me? Not a whole 
hell of a lot actually! 

All I can figure is: either a) She Devils on Wheels 
is the original screenplay for Pretty Woman! b) 


Jackie Chan, Sho Kosugi and Jack Palance should 
get together and make cowboy movies! c) the original 
Nightmare on Elm Street series is actually a bunch 
of sorry Partridge Family home videos! 

Hey, J.B., maybe you can explain the concept of 
something for me. Whatin the hell does blaxploitation 
mean? 

Peace to all my fellow weirdos! 

Dr. Fishbone 
Dexheim, Germany 
Dear Dr. Fishbone: 

Originally there were “exploitation” movies. Then, 

in the sixties, Variety started calling them 

“sexploitation” when they had nudity in em. Then, in 
the seventies, when Shaft and Superfly came out, 
they changed it to “blaxploitation.” 

You learn something every day, don’t you? 


Dear Joe Bob: 

We received your recent letter, questioning our 
concern and compassion because we work in Elay 
and, to use your words, “charge a thousand dollars 
an hour just to plead guilty to a parking fine.” 

The reason you may misunderstand our concern 
and compassion is that you misstate our billing and 
plea procedures. We charge a thousand dollars an 
hour to plead Not Guilty to a parking fine. We care 
about our clients. 

Never forget, without eternal vigilance, it can 
happen here. 

Best wishes to the keenest wit in, um, New York? 

Bruce C. Fishelman 
Los Angeles 


Dear Bruce: 

I guess to plead guilty, it’s two thousand dollars, 
right? Otherwise, the job is over too quick and you 
can't rack up any hours. 





This Week's Contest 


Joe Coughlin of Boston: “I’ve been trying to 
determine the identity of a flick that was already on 
TV in the late sixties, appeared to have been dubbed 
from Spanish, maybe Italian, took place almost en- 
tirely in the rainy dark, and involved trees that sorta 
absorbed people.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


‘We Have A Winner! 


In the June 15 issue, Norm Hahn of Philadel- 
phia described a film he saw “on the old Dr. Shock 
show years ago, and I'd like to know what it’s called, 
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since I missed the beginning and the end! Here’s a 
synopsis: A coupla guys find a hole in a cave, and 
decide to explore. During their descent, one of the 
guys goes insane. A strange noise is coming from the 
bottom of the pit! Can you help?” 

Norm’s plot synopsis was so sketchy that every- 
one had trouble with this one, but the most probable 
correct answer came from Irvin Lush of Louisville, 
Kentucky, who identified the film as What Waits 
Below, starring Robert Powell and Timothy Bottoms. 

Irvin is our winner. 

Two other answers seemed plausible as well. 
Those are our runners-up... 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: “It 
might just be Sound of Horror, released in 1964 
according to Maltin and Weldon, 1966 according to 
ETC’s Tim Lucas, 1967 according to Stanley. From 
Weldon’s Psychotronic Encyclopedia: ‘A prehistoric 
dinosaur makes a lot of noise and kills people, but the 
damned thing’s invisible.” 

Tim Murphy of El Monte, California: “Sounds 


like maybe a couple of movies squashed together: 
Encounter With the Unknown (1972), three stories 
narrated by Rod Serling, one of the stories involving 
a deep hole with mysterious noises coming out of it— 
a boy’ dog disappears, his father goes down to 
investigate and comes out stark raving mad; and 
Invasion From Inner Earth (1977), a no-budget sci- 
fi film about spelunkers running into aliens the 
audience never sees, but are represented by a red 
light and a ‘scary’ noise.” 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Family Outdoor Theater, at the intersec- 
tion of Route 83 and Route 120 in Grayslake, 
Illinois, has a playground and radio sound, admits 
children under 12 free, and is having a record year, 
according to supervisor Peter Phillips. Kurt T. 
Schluter of Hoffman Estates reminds us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 


Big Book Savings With One Year Subscription! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 


In for half price. Offer expires October 31, 1992. 
‘= Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-In—$75.95 in foreign countries. 


‘2 Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


SS Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Name 

Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


St Zip 





Binders and Back Issues | 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
book. He'll write whatever you want. Really. 


ra" Ey: 


Bb ... AGUIDE TO 
intradssti 3 





WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. | 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on | 
them, butall are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. | nee 

| The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


| A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
| (TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 





Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


Mapu. 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 





ss ADAARRAARAD! hed “% 
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on it. The back reads: a —— Name 
ZS See : co | Address 
The drive-in will never die. City St Zip 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. | Charge Card # 
Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first | Check URE: MC___Visa__Exp.Date: 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! | ignature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fanzines 


Absurd—the journal of high satire and low 
retribution is now publishing bi-monthly— 
much to the chagrin of the pompous and 
silly everywhere. $2.50 for asample, $13 for 
6/yr. 190 Place Benoit, Suite 6, Saint 
Laurent, Quebec, H4N 2H4. 

Goodies #89, The Best in Erotic Comics! $6 
and free catalog. (Age statement) Jabber- 
wocky Graphix, Box 165246, Irving, TX 
75016. 

Bikini Girl Magazine, Vol. 1 No. 10. VHS- 
video format, 120 minutes long. Limited 
edition of 100, numbered and signed. $47 
plus age statement. Checks payable to Lisa 
Herskovits, PO Box 319, New York City 
10009-0319. 


Miscellaneous 


Burglar “Electronic Alarm” decals (home/ 


auto). $5 (8 decals). Scotland Guard, 9792 
Edmonds Way, Suite 150, Edmonds, WA 
98020. 

“Celebrities’ Secret Addresses”—1300 hot- 
test stars. $7.95 Coyote Publishing, P.O. 
Box 5918-JB, Beaumont, TX 77726-5918. 


900 Numbers 


Love life a mess? Need direction? Talk live 
to a professional psychic astrologer at The 
Voice of Astrology, 1-900-370-1185, $1.95 
per minute, 18+. 


Personals 


Don’t Be Lonely This Summer! Silver Singles 
matches mature men and women seeking 
introductions. Clients are carefully screened 
with thoughtful consideration given to each 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors! 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 


you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. 
No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, Dal- 
las, TX 75221. 





client’s interests and personal history. We 
are not the biggest introduction agency but 
our clients think we’re the best! Dallas/Fort 
Worth area only. Call Sharis at 214-423- 
7115 today. 


Video Sales 


Dark Romances—two volumes—seven tales 
of erotic terror. “A new look for horror”— 
Variety. Hi-fi digital video featuring Brinke 
Stevens. Film Threat Video, Box 3170, Los 
Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 

Dating video. Six available nude ladies 
($24.95), preview video ($14.95), Michelle 
Striptease ($29.95), Coed Shower ($19.95). 
Signature, 21+. Any three $44.95. Amateur 
Videoohhhs, Box 43052, Louisville, KY 
40253, (502) 244-5915. Ladies needed! 
Nazis on Neptune! See Nightmare on Nep- 
tune, a 100 minute movie produced by video 
amateurs (soon to be seen on NBC)! Also, 
Lord of the Shadows, 110 minute horror 
flick! Send $19.95 plus $1.25 postage and 
handling each to Pantload Productions, 5722 
Cragmont, Huber Heights, OH 45424. 


| Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
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Drive-In Photos 
Wanted Now! 


Research being com- 
piled for national publica- 
tion on drive-in era. Agent 
and publisher have commit- 
ted to project, so send us 
your 35mm photo and nega- 
tive of an unusual drive-in 
marquee or screen tower as 
soon as possible, You will re- 
ceive photo credit and a 
custom f-shid’ ( Ouse fo 
Dawn—The Drive-In Era”), 
Send your name, address 
and location of photo to: 
Sanders/Dusk to Dawn 


3109 Drexel 
Dallas, TX 75205 
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| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't | 


| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 


| 
| Ad Copy 
| 

| 

Section 


Name 
MasterCard/Visa # 


| 
See ee 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Day phone 
Exp. Date 
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